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Peter Stu{zvesant’s
Valiant Attack Upon
Fort Christina.

*"Now had the Dutchmen snatched a huge
repast,” and finding thamselves wonderfully
sncouraged and animated thereby, prepared
to take the fleld Expectation, says the
writer of the Stuyvesant manuscript—Ex-
pectation now stocd on stilts. The world
forgot to turn round, or rather stood still,
that it might witness the affray; like a
round-bellied alderman, watching the com-
bat of two chivalrous flles upon his jerkin.
The eyes of all mankind, as usual in such
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The noted bully Mars stuek two horse-
pistols In his belt.

eases, were turned upon Fort Christina
The sun, llke & littie man In a crowd at a
puppet-show, scampered about the heavens,
popping his head hers and theres, and en-
deavoring to get & peep between the un-
manneriy clouds that obtruded themselves
i bhis wey. The historians filled thelr ink-
horns—the poets went without thair dinners,
efther that they might buy paper and goose-

Its grave, to see Itself outdone—while
posterity stood maute, gezing In gap-
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plain, or mingled among the
different disgulses, all itch-
& finger in the ple. Jupiter pent
thunderboit to a noted coppersmith,
it furbished up for the direful oc-
Venus vowed by her chastity to
patroniss the Swedes, and In semhiance of
& blear-syed trull paraded the battlements
of Fort Christina, socompanied by Diana,
a8 a Bergeant's widow, of cracked reputa-
tion. The noted Dbully, Mars, stuck two
borse-pistols ioto his belt, shouldersd =
rusty firelock, and gallantly swaggered at
their elbow, as a drunken Corporal—while
Apollo trudged in their rear, as a bandy-
legged fifer, playing most villalnously out

i

studied the language), by way of keeping
up the spirits of the soldiers; while Vulcan
haited as a club-footed blacksmith, lately

promoted to be a Captaln of militia. All
was silent awe or bustiing preparation;
war reared his horrid front, gnashed loud
his iron fangs, and shook his direful erest

)

almost breathing forth volumes of smoks,
so flarce was the fire that raged within his
bosom. His falthful squire Van Corlear
trudged wvallantly at his heels, with his
trumpet gorgeously bedecked with red and
yellow ribbons, the remembrances of his
falr mistress at the Manhattoes. Then
came waddling en the sturdy chivalry ef
the Hudson.

For an instant the mighty Peter paused
in the midst of his career, and mounting
on a stump addressed his troops in elo-
quent low Dutch, exhorting them to fight
like duyvels, and assuring them that if
they conquered they should get plenty of
booty—it they feil, they should be allowed
the satisfaction, while dying, of refiecting
that it was in the service of thelr countr=
and after they were dead, of seeing
names inscribed In the temple
and handed down, in company
other great men of the year,
miration of posterity. Flnally,
them, on the word of a Govern
knew him too well to 4
momaent), that it he caugh
son of them looking pale, or
he would curry his hide till he
run out of it llke a soake In
Then logging out his trusty saber, he
dished it three times over his head,
dered Van Corlear to sound a charge, and
shouting the words “St. Nicholas and the
Manhattoes!” courageously dashed for-
ward. His warlike followers, who had
employed the Interval in lighting thelr
plpes, instantly stuck them iInte thelir
mouths, gave & furious puff, and charged
gallantly under cover of the smoke.

The Swedish garrison, ordered by the cun-
ning Risingh mot to fire until they could
distinguish the whites of thelr assallants’
eyes, stood in horrid silence on the covert-
way, until the eager Dutchmen had ascend-
ad the glacls. Then di4 they pour into them
such a tremendovs volley *hat the wvery
hills quaked around, and were terrified even
unto an Incontinence of water, Insomuch
that certaln springs burst forth from thelir
sides, which continue to rum unto the pres-
ent day. Not a Dutehman but would have
bitten the dust beneath that dreadful fire
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Quened so stifily that he grinned above
the ramparts.

had mot the protecting Minerve kindly
taken care that the Swedes should, one and
all, observe their usual custom of shutting
thelr eyes and turning away their heads at
the moment of discharge.

The Swedes followed up their fire by leap-
ing the counterscarp, and falling tooth and
nail upon the foe with furious outcries. And
pow might be seen prodigies of valor, un-
matched In history or song. Here was the
sturdy Stoffel Brinkerhoff brandishing his
quarter-staff, like the giant Blanderon his
oak tres (for he scorned to carry any other
weapon), and drumming & horrific tune up-
on the hard heads of the Bwedish soldiery.
Thers were the Van Kortlandts, posted at a
distance, llke the Locrian archers of yore,
and plying it most potently with the long-
bow, for which they wers so justly re-
nowned. On a rising knoll were gathered
the wvaliant men of Sing Sing., assisting
marvelously In the fight, by chanting the
mtmumxmm;utnwm.
Gardenlers of Hudson, they were abssnt on
a marsuding party, laying waste the neigh-

boring watsrmaelon

arvenu

Turned

Gentleman.
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M. Jour.: That will be gallant, won't 117

The Phil-Master: Undoubtedly. Is it
varse you wish to write to her?

M, Jour.: No, no, none of your varse.

The FPhil.-Master: You would ealy Bave
pross?

M. Jour.: No, I would neither hawe wrse

nor prose.
The Phil-Master: It must Do cne or the
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Miss Blammer: “Ah! There goes Miss Cutter. She needn’t hold her head op so high. If I remem-

ber, her great-grandfather was a peddler.”
Miss Cutting (overhearing): *“Indeed, how delighted T am to meet one who knew my great-grand-

father."—From the German.

She Remembered Him.

*Well, my fear, T see that Verdl 1s fead.”
“Yes. 1 noticed the city flag was at
baif-staff yesterday. He was a councliman,

or something, wasn't he?™

“Not exactly, my dear. He was a famous
componer ™

“What 414 he composeT*

“Music. Music for oparaa™

“Oh, ke De¢ Koven!”

“Waeli, not exactly llke De Koven.™

*"No; there's nobody ke De Koven.”

"And he wrote beautiful songs.”

“Coon or ragtime?"

“Nelther, my dear. He was a [ittle old-
fashioned, perhaps. He delighted in more
serious compositions. For Instance he
wrote & magnificent requiem.”™

“I wonder If [ didn't hear that the alter-
noon I went to the vaundeville show with
Mame Frizzletop™

“Why, you certainly must remember some
of his music, my dear, There's the Tower
scene” from ‘11 Trovatore' M's so familiar.
Listen: ‘Ah che la mort'—and all the rest
of it. Don't you recall that”

“Yes, yes, I remember him now! He's
the one that writes the muaio for the organ
grinders!”—Plain-Dealer.

The Champion Kickes.

First Walter: “That man over at the eov-
mer table s an awful kicker.™

Becond Walter: “Yes; bo complained the
other day because thers Were no pearls Inn
his oysters.”

First Walter: “And now he wants to know
what we mean by removing the &lamond

back from the terrapia.” —Philadsiphia Rec-
ord.

Gelng Through.
Blll the Bite: "Ever go through a rall-
road collsion?’
Jaka the Jonah: “Naw, Best ever I
done was to go through the passengers
after the ecollision.”"—Indlanapolis Press.

& This Werld.
This world is but a feeting show
And possibly the wise
Are they who laugh or else applavd
And do not eritictse,
=Cileveland Plain Dealer.
“It's hahd to strike'an average In dis
life.” sald Uncle Eben. “Mos" folks goes 80
slow dat dey doesn’t get nuffin done or elss
dey hurries so fay’ dey (al's down, —Cleve-
land Plain Dealer.
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Marshall's Ab

One day Judge Marshall, enzrossed In his
reflections, was driving over the wreiched
roads of North Camilna on his way (o
Raleigh In a stick glg. His horse turned
out of the road and the sulky ranm over
& sapiing and was tilted s0o &8 (0 ArouUs”
the Judge. When he found that he couid
move peither to right nor left, an oid pagro,
who had come along, solved the difficulty.

“My old marster.” he asked, “what fer
you don't back your horse™

“*Fhat's true,” sald the Judge, and be act-
ed as advised. Thanking his deliverer
heartily, he felt In his pocket for some
change, but he did not have any.

“Never mind, old man” be sald, T shall
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*Lend
e & quarter?”
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Jour.

M. Jour.: Yes, prose. Whatever Is grose
is not verse, and whalever io noi verss ia
pross. Now, see what It s & etady—
Molters. ;
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After & girl has besn
‘woeks she loses all interest
Chicago News.
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*Thask you, I merely want (o tip the walter."—Fiiegende Blaetter.
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Rejuvennied.

They make rather an odd-looking coupls
In thelr old-fashioned cutter as they Jjow
over the boulevard, speaking to each other
about once a mile, yet an contented and
happy &8 in the days of their courtship.
The other dny they happened to be caught
among the racers, and there Was & Dew ex-
perience.

The family horse, whose deciining yYears
have been especially pleasant, pricked up
its earr, made awkward attempts at pranc-
ing and showed other worldly signs of &
desire to join In the sport.

“Ephraim!™ sald the aged wife, reprov-
Ingly.

“Tain’t my fault,” he replied, as he
wrapped the reins about bis bands. ““Ter-
nal ole fool must be gettin' Into his second
chilehood. Whoa, Dexter, ho, boy, stiddy
now. [ can't hold him, Angy.”

“Get out of the road with that old crow-
balt and that old Noah's ark of yours™
shouted one of the racers o he pulled

alongeide.

“Ephralm,” snapped the Mttle old woman,
“what you hangin' onter that horse for?
Didn't you hear that impert'nent ruilan.
G'long, Dexter. Tech him with the whip,
Ephraim, o he'll know what's

Eph. HI! bi! Hokey,
we're galnin’, Eph, GI' me the whip and
you stiddy him. Ge-lang! ge-lang™

“Whoa, boy,” and the littis old man Wwas
pulling hard, “whoa, boy, thers goes Yer
bunpet, Angy.”

Had Proved It.

A good story was told at an election
mesting the other night. An Irishman
obtained permission Trom Nis employer to
attend a wedding. He turned up the next
day with bhis arm in a sling and a black

eye.

“Heilo, what is the matter ™ ssid his em=
ployer.

""Well, you see.” sald the wedling guest,
“We were VeTy maITy yesterday, and I smw
& fellow strurting abott with a swallow-

cashmens. | tafled coat and s white walstcoat. “And

who might you be? sald L. Tm the best

I fear. man.’ sex he, and-begorra he was, toa"=—

bracads Boottish Ameslosn, :

afvald . I -
Reward.

Young Lady: “Give me one yard ofi=
why, haven't T seen you befgre? :

Shop Assistant: “Oh, Maud, can you
Bave forgotten me? 1 saved your life af
the seaside last summer.”

Young Lady (warmly): “Why, of course
you did! You may give me two yards of
the ribbon, please."—Ti-Bits.

=S a e
Chemist: “Pills, eh? (Emphasising guestien) Anti-MBess?™
Child (readily): . “No, sir; uncle si"—Pundh, [ J 5
i s L] —-nzﬁﬂ"
Counsel: “I insist on an answer to my | T -l v
question. You have not told me all the | “Tes foy the last thma™ he sgeatel. |
conversation. I want to know everything | T has Demn oo lovelyy™ sall sba. .
that paased between you and Mr. Jones o& “Seraphiol™ e murmused.
the ogsasion to which you refer.” Ah-:l-nh-ﬂr-
“.:-::’Wh-: 'T‘.mnmm quivered ?h“ihl Thelr
HHMM-mtm-llbu in happineas. %
mm“wmmmoa'u-c -;:r:x-.dwbﬂ
e ol - B T Yes be repiied, bugying bee clesm. |
e S Detaets st P eamet | ~wms 3 =
this g
"‘.;‘.’.".?.., sncopls’, lttle, yesdewiy, | With a struggie they partel. She Hstene®
four-by-six, lawyer, with half hhm-m.ﬂ”--:
pound of _and sixteen pounds of | distance. .
;.w.mmuu!-vﬂrnun Mﬂ-mmumm‘
talkin’ to you about; you can tell him the w-mmm__
whole story.’' “=Tit-Bits, powder on her uddy cheek, and murmured
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